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I was told was the best in the Cambridge collection
before I saw it, and indeed, it is no great compliment
to tell you I thought it so when I had seen it, but
sincerely it pleased me best. Methiixks the college
bards have run into a strange taste on this occasion.
Such soft unmeaning stuff about Venus and Cupid,
and Peleus and Thetis, and Zephyrs and Dryads, was
never read. As for my poor little Eclogue, it has
been condemned and beheaded by our Westminster
judges; an exordium of about sixteen lines absolutely
cut off, and its other limbs quartered in a most
barbarous manner. I will send it you in my next as
my true and lawful heir, in exclusion of the pretender
who has the impudence to appear under my name.

As yet I have not looked into sir Isaac. Public
disputations I hate; mathematics I reverence; history,
morality, and natural philosophy have the greatest
charms in my eye; but who can forget poetry? they
call it idleness, but it is surely the most enchanting
thing in the world, "ac dulce otium et psene omni
negotio pulchrius."

I am, dear sir, yoiirs while I am

R W.

Christ Church, May 24, 1736.

happiness, or unwilling to make her appearance in any such
honourable Company, and fearful to open her Mouth in so
polite an Assembly. Though in truth, her feet have been of late
so cramped up in Logical fetters, that she knows not how to
form her Steps to Poetick Measure."his occasion. I hardly know whether
